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"Got any ice cream?” 


Author's Notes: 
| feel so fucking guilty for writing smutty things. Enjoy 


Gene could not remember the last time Ace was sober and able to finish a joke or remember to tie his shoes 
or move to his room to sleep rather than passing out hugging a vomit crusted toilet bowl. It was shameful and 
it brought the rest of the band down. It made Gene sick to his stomach to see. He loved Ace and it was so 
painful to see him poison himself every night and day and fall apart before his very eyes. He could use it as a 
way to get what he wanted from him and tht was to fulfill his sickest desire. Gene Simmons is a man of many 
fetishes. He has recently discovered a new fetish of his he wanted to try out and Ace, being guliable, was to 
him the most perfect non- female person for the job. Why he wanted a man, he would never know. Why he 
wanted Ace specifically disturbed him, made him neaseaus, and frankly made him consider highering a 
psychologist. He truly felt dirty thinking of the things he was planning on doing with his drunk little spaceman. 
He had decided it would be safest to just use his imagination one night alone on a bathroom floor and hope 
that would get it out. He pictured his fetish with a woman She slowly evolved into Ace. He stopped, put his 
pants back on, and went for a cold shower, offended with himself. His latest fetish involved Ace begging him to 
stay in the band and treating him like he was a tyrant. Gene, in return, would ask Ace for a favor or two. He 


would have Ace first blow him, nice and deep. Then, he would have him strip slowly for him, bend over his 
knee, and proceede to spank his ass until he begged for it to stop. 

"You wanna stay in this band? You do as | say!" 

"Y-yes sir!" 

And so on, ending with him watching Ace get off in front of him, he's not allowed to cum until he's told. Gene 
wont breaking eye contact. It's Ace's fear and innocence that does the trick for Gene in this scenario. It's 
Gene's control over him and Ace doing whatever he is told. Maybe he'll make him cry? "lm a sick fucking 
pervert." Gene mumbles as he rubs his temples in the shower. He sighs loudly and turns off the water, 
wrapping a towel around himself. He fumbles with his clothes and lies face down in bed feeling disturbed. 


Maybe he'll meditate those "impure" thoughts away. Maybe. 


There's a knock at the door and Gene hopes it's a groupie he can take his frustrations out on He opens the 
door and nearly vomits at the sight. Its Ace- the last person on Earth Gene Simmons wanted to see. He 
almost slammed the door in his face. His eyes were red and glassy, his shirt was badly torn, he smelled 
slightly of vodka and perfume but he mostly just reaked of weed and BO. He swayed and smiled a big, happy 
smile, unaware of his life falling apart. "Maaaaaaannn.. You got any ice cream? | really just need ice cream 
now." He whined and Gene shuffled him in his room and helped him to the table. "Wait here", he grumbled. Gene 
returned a few miruets later with a chocolate popcicle and threw it angerly at Ace. He stared at it for a while 
before maticiously unwrapping it, and folding the wrapper into tiny squares. He laughed loudly and said, "Look! 
Origami!" Gene was unamused and true to watch TV while babysitting the high little brat. He was distracted by 
the loud sucking and popping sounds his guitarist made as he ate his treat. Gene tried to turn up the volume 
more to drown him put but he just couldn't focus any more. Ace sat next to him in bed with ice cream all 
over his mouth and fingers. "Hey man.hey.| bet that like if | were a chick I'd be really good at sucking cock!" 
He laughed silently as he put the now just a stick, between his teeth and licked his fingers. Gene stared at the 
obscene act; the phrase "godless heathen" passes his mind as he feels his leather pants begin to tighten 
against his will. The mind below the belt begins to take over. "Ace," he began softly, masking his frustrated 
tone, "do you or do you not want to stay in this band?" He ground his teeth as Ace finished with his fingers. 
"Yeah! Yeah! I'm so in this band Gene-o! This band is just so great and | love playing guitar and | love you guys 
so much and everything's just so g-" Gene cuts him off, "if you want to stay." He pauses, realizing he's 
playing a dangerous game. He takes a deep breath. "You have to do something for me." His voice is already 
shaking. Ace is blitzed, maybe he can just get him to do his laundry? He doubted Ace even heard the request, 
anyway. Ace later passed out on Gene's bed and Gene woke up on the floor. He felt too odd about sharing a 
bed with the other man. Distance, he hoped, would end this fetish of his and he could just move on. He begun 
to take more groupies than he usually would have after that night and with them, spending more on chocolate 


popsicles for them. 


